












































> 7 * * * © burn, reast meat burn, 


Boil o'er ye pots, ye spits forget to turn” 
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PusBLisHED s¥ JouN ANDERSON. 











Having found out the author of “John Anderson my Jo,” 
and not wishing a poet of his ¢a/ents to remain unnoticed, 
Ihastily dug him before the public.—He is (strange to tell,) 
no less a personage than HENRY D. W #*#**#%s, alias a 
chap who is(as report says)too lazy to work, too lazy to 
keep school, a buck eye Adjutant of militia, Poet Laureat 
to Billy the Younger, &c. &c. &e. &e, &e. &. Now as 
heis so shamefully good at it, it would be well for him to 
give the public a second specimen; Billy’s triumphant 
entry into Piqua, moving the Land Office to Defiance or 
the I//dumznation at Piqua, either would be a most excellent 
theme for the pen of so chaste an author: and should he 
lack a few dirty expressions he can borrow some from his 
YOUNG friend at Piqua, who (without doubt) would 
give him all the assistance “in his power. And the said 
HENRY will hereafter take care not to lampoon an Edi- 
tor until he has pard him tor his paper. 





COMMUNICATIONS. 
Mr. AnDERSON:— 


You have neglected or rather omitted an item of the 
Doctor’s bill of expences in the 6th No. of your paper, to 
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wits one keg of wiiskey sent by ‘Tanner the blacksmith,al. 
so the amountof his services. ‘The fact is he left his own 
township as soon as the polls were opened —came to Day. 
ton—received a keg of whiskey from the Doctor—return. 
ed home, and turned in to electioneering for him, and 
drinking his whiskey. a 
HONOR TO ‘THE BRAVE. 
The Review. 


Majesty was there! and so was Billy Smith the gener- 
al of the brigade, every thing went on as straight as a 
gouge; elegant officers and first rate soldiers; the field 
officers in particular did their duty to admiration, espe- 
cially the general, who made a first chop’s harangue to 
his brethren in arms;— instead of a medal as was talked of, 
it was all wind. ‘he general acted as officer and orator 
of the day—gave the palm to Capt. Dixon’s company 
which deserved it. 

The general is certainly a man of discernment; he 
could see what companies marked time and were best e- 
quipt—I give the general credit for his unusual judgment. 
Capts. Dodds and Winebrener’s compnies I think were the 
next best equipt and disciplined; they both deserve cred- 
it and the thanks of their country. Capts. Grimes and 
Davis’ company L rark next in equipment and discipline 
Capt. Grimes’ company was equipt and uniformed but 
small, of course could not make a show to advantage. 

Without doubt or jesting it was the handsomest and 
best managed parade ever witnessed in Dayton and I 
should like to see our town companies equipt and unifor- 
med in like order—1 did not see the troop until late in 
the evening ; and I am sorry to say, though J must say t, 
they were badly equipt and worse mounted—The gen- 
erals aid de-camp would have added much to the ap- 
pearance of the militia, but poor fellow he was not rigged 
and er konnewcht rouse cummer. 


ALLEN. 
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Mr. ANDERSON: 

Understanding that a certain YOUNG, post master, 
not one hundred miles from Piqua, was industrious! 
employed riding through the frontier parts of this dis- 
trict, in hopes we presume, of electioneering himself in- 
to —the snug birth of REGISTER ofthe LAND OFFICE: 
Now we will just inform this ROB-ust, [.-nterprising, 
R-anging, T-roublesome YOUNG gentleman, that this 
office isnot to be had—can’t let it go out of the family—. 
the brother in-law gets it—so he will be poorly paid for 
his trouble. However, he is post master. Howhe came 
to be so, no body knows. However this we know, the 
old Post Master was thrown out of Office wathout any 
cause. He was, we believe, a strictly honest man. That 
is more than can be said of every man, now acting in 
that capacity. I could tell you of another greasy, soapy 
Post Master, who cannot boast much of the Aonorable 
way took by him to scratch through ‘mud and mire’ (a- 
gainst the will of the people)into office. —More anon. 

TWISTER. 
—as @ ae 

Abduction; or, the loves of Solomon and Desdemona. 

At the close of the business, am elderman, brown as @ 
fresh roasted coffee-berry, a poll that bespoke him of the 
race of wandering gypsies, and “the darkness of whose 
oriental eye accorded with Gypsy origin,”” advanced to- 
wards the table, bowing at every step, and said, —“May 
it please your Vorship’s honor—I am Mr. Lovell, your 
Vorship, (another bow,) knife-grinder and chair-bottom- 
er,your Vorship.” And having so said, he smiled and 
bowed again; and then‘ shading the lower part of his 
brown shining visage with his rusty hat; he stood smil- 
ing, but whatever else he had to say—stuck in his 
throat.” 

At length, seemingly to his great relief, the Magistrate 
asked him what he wanted. rae 

“Your Vorship, kam Mr. Lovell—the knife-grinder, 
your Vorship, and I vantz you to give mea little bit of 
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assistance to get me back my wife vot I vere lawfully mar. 
rid tolast Monday vere a veek at Soredich Church, 
That’s vot I vantz, your Vorship.” | 

Magistrate—Yours is a very unusual application in. 
deed, friend, 1 am frequently requested to part man and 
wife, but I do not recollect that | was ever once asked 
to bring them together. 


Mr. Lovell.—Vell, your Vorship, but mine’s a werry 
hard case—a werry hard case indeed. Here’s the certyf. 
kit, your Vorship. 


The Magistrate told Mr Lovell he wanted no voucher 
in proof of what he said. He opened the certificate, how- 
ever, and found it fairly set forth therein, that on a cer- 
tain day specified, -*Solomon Lovell, bachelor, and Des- 
demona Cocks, spinster,’? were duly married by banns, 
in Shoreditch Church. 

“And pray what is become of the ‘gentle Desdemona?’ 
asked his worship, as he returned the certificate to Mr. 
Lovell, who instantly crammed it back again into the 
sow-skin purse from which he had _ taken it; and then 
having deposited it safely in the very bottom of his left 
hand breast pocket, he proceeded to lay open his entire 
grievance. It wasa lengthy and rather unconnected 
narrative, but we gathered from it that Mr. Solomon Lov- 
ell absolutely loved the gentle Desdemona, and but for 
that “he would his unhoused free condition have put into 
Circuimspection and confine—‘not on no account what- 
ever.” But her friends, who were in the costermongering 
line, thought the match too ow for her; and they had 
not been united more than three happy days when they 
cruelly contrived to ‘‘inwiggle her away’ from his arms, 
and shut her up ina garret in Charles-street, Drary-lane, 
where they still continued to detain her in spite of her 
unceasing tears, and his most earnest remonstrances. 

“What age is the lady 2” asked the Magistrate. 


‘Your Vorship she’ll be forty-three, come a fortnigh* 
a’ter next Bart’lemy fair.” 
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“Then she isno chicken!—and she certainly could 
come to you if she was inclined to do so? 

“No, your Vorship she’s no chicken—but she’s des- 
perate tender. . And they’d killand murder her, if she 
yasn’t to keep herself quiet.’. 

“Is she very disconsolate under her bereavement 2”’ 

‘Anan—Your Vorship?’ 

“Does she grieve much?” 

“Qh desperately!'—as your Vorship may naturally 
suppose when ve’d only come together three days.’’ 

“Is she handsome 2” 

This was a question which seemed rather to bother the 
lovelorn Solomon. He simperedan1 sighed, and looked 
down and looked up, and nibbled the edge of his hat; and 
when the question had been repeated the third time, he 
replied—“I don’t know ’xactly, your Vorship—she’s 
reckoned so; and I reckon—I reckon I vouldn’t a marri- 
ed her if 1 didn’t think so, your Vorship!” 

After some further question and reply, in which he 
earnestly entreated that an ofhicer might be sent with him 
to enforce his claim and get the gentle Desdemona out of 
the garret by force of arms, the Magistrate told him he 
could do nothing for him; whereupon he gathered up his 
feautures into a frown, put the lid upon his knowledge 
box, and stalked out of the office, exclaiming—“Then 
by goles, Pll go to Marlborough street, for I vont be 
diddled out of my vife in this ere manner, howsomever,”’ 


Anecdote of Garrick. 


A sharp set genius for dramatic fame introduced himself to the 
great actor, Mv, Garrick, for the purpose of displaying his imagipa- 
ary talents. Although he had scarcely in his life been off his 
board, yet such was his opinion of his abilities as an actor, tha 
though®himself sufficiently competent to the arduous task at rehegrs- 
ing’a part before so judicious, severe, and discriminating a judge of 
acti.g, as Mr. Garrick. | 

This Cockney by birth, and a tailor by profession, thus addressed 
our Roseaeus: 

‘Sir, J am your most in-de-fat-abi-gail humble servant—l shall be 
wastly happy ahd wery proud of the hopportunity of being made a 
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‘Weill,’ said Mr. Garvick, and pray what part would you wish tg 
have the Aofifortunity of Arctiug?’ 

‘Romo, sir—Romo, sir;’ replied the tailor— +I should like to fire- 
form the part of Romo—for my wife says how [I read Robinson Cry. 
soe so wast/y vell; and as how J hav@ so sweeta woice that she js 
wastly sure and wery saatin I should make a monstracious moving 
lovyer.’ 

‘Well sir,’ asked Garrick, ‘are you perfect in the part of Romo, as 
you call it?’ 

‘O yes sir,’ answered Snip—*I am mam sartin I can go through ev. 
“ry atitch of it from the beginning to the end on’t.’ 

‘Pray sir,? Mr. Garrick asked,*Do you recollect a passage in that 
play where he describes a huge Coll ossus bestriding the lazy pacing 
clouds, and sailing on the bosom ef the air?’ 

‘O yes sir,’ replied Snip, twastly vell.’ 

‘Then pray tell me sir,’ continued Garrick, when he was bestrad. 
dling those clouds, supposing hrs stride to have been about the ex- 
tent of a moderate sized rainbow, which way would you go to work 
to measure him for a pair of breeches? 

‘Lord have*mercy on us,’ cried the tailor, ‘here’s a pretty jc) of 
journey work! Make a pair of breeches for a rainbow! Why I dont 
believe two tailors in London ever did sucha thing in their lives— 
and I’m sure I could as soon make a pair for the man in the moon,’ 

‘Then pray sir,’ asked Mr. Garrick, most indignantly, ‘how came 
;ou to think of undertaking my business, when you are not master 
of your own? 

‘Lore sir,’ replied the fiightened tailor, «I only vonted.’ 

‘You only vonted,’ repeated Mr. Garrick—‘aidst thou ever be- 
hold Macbeth with boisterous rage bully the ghosi of Banquo off the 
stage?’ 

‘No sir,’ says snip. 

‘You shall behold it now, then,’ said Garrick. 

Avaunt and quit my sight! thy shears are edyeless, 

And thy goose is cold—thou hast no thread, 

Vor needles in those paws that thou dost stitch withal ; 

What manager dare I dare—approach thou like the 

Grim and greasy lamp lighter, or armed chimney-sweeper, 

With brush and soot bug—take any form but that 

“ind my rich ward robe shall yet escape cabbaging; 

Or dare me to thy shop-board with*thy shears, 
trembling I inhibit, then protest me 
the batch of a buttom-hole— Hence, horrible tailor, hence. « 


A vaunt was the word, and the tailor was off in a tangent, perfect: 


ly cured of his passion for the stage, which he resolved never to thin 
of more, but to attend to his shop board, 






A fat lady, who, about the time of the flight of Ma- 
homet from Mecca, lived between New-Orxieans and the 
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Chickasaw Bluffs, was scarcely ever unfurnished with 
pidgeon sea-pie, and thence got the name of A/rs. Sea- 
ye. The enormous river Mississippi owes its name to 
this fat landlady. 

In the reign of Dermot M’Mullough in the kingdom of 
Connaught, about the second century, a noisy fellow by 
the name of Pat Riot made himself very conspicuous.— 
The word Patriot has come down to us perfect and un- 
impaired. 

When the French first settled on the banks of St. Law- 
rence, they were stinted by the intendant, Monsieur Pi- 
card, to acan of spruce beeraday. ‘lhe people thought 
this measure very scant, and every moment articulated, 
Can-a-day. It would be ungenerous in any reader to de- 
sire a more rational derivation of the word Canada. 





Itis a curious incident, that when the Americans sent 
Dr. Franklin, a printer, as minister to France, the court 
of Versailles sent M. Girard a book binder, as minister 
tothe congress. When Dr. Franklin was told of it— 
‘Well’ said he, ‘I’ll print the declaration of the Indepen- 
encetof America, and M. Girard will bind them. 





Nicety of the Law.—At one of our late cessiuns, Daniel Cox; and 
Joseph Franks were charged with stealing a duck: but the duck pro- 
Ving to be drake, they were acquitted. 








WANTED IMMEDIATELY. 

Ten barrels of fishing worms, sixty bushels of red pep- 
pers, one ton of black oak bark, one hundred weight of 
Jimpson seed, fifty weight of watermelon. seed and ten 
waggon loads of pumpkins.—For all the above articles 
Wil give drugs, medicines, and professional services. 

DR. PILLPESTL 

N. B. This is the right time in the moon to dig worms: 

P. S. Perhaps I shall be a candidate for the next 
Presidency. 

x As the election is over 1 will attend as usual (only 
Sober) to my patients. 
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When men’s thoughts are taken uy with avarice and 
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ambition, they cannot look upon any th ie as great or va. 
luable, which does not bring with it an extraordinary 
power or interest to the person who i: ¢ sncerned in it. 
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The Witty Peasant. 


A poor peasant boy, passing heedless one day 
Fick’d up an old horse-shoe, and bore it away; 

A fop soon came up, and enquir’d with an air, 

W hat he had in his hand; and the boy gave a stare; 
Then archly repli’d,—by my troth I don’t know. 

WV hat not know a horse-shoe? returned the pert beau. 
O la! says the boy, what it1s to have learning, 

It gives you fine folks such a world of discerning— 
For my part] knew not before I declare, 

If it mghtly belonged to a horse or a mare! 





EPITAPH 


On George Frederic :—prince of Wales, father of George III. who 
died bere he came to the throne: 


Here lies Fred 
Who was altve and is Cead, 
Had it been his father, 
I had much rather; 
Hiad it been his brother, 
Sull better than another; 
Had it been his sister, 
No one would have missed her; 
Had it been the whole generation, 
Still better for the nation, 
But since ’tis only Fred, 
W ho was alive, and is dead\— 
There’s no more to be said. 


.. : oung lady, who hac been insulted by an old maid, placarded the 
following lines on her door and windows: 


To be let, or be sold fer the term of her life, 
Elizabeth Hall by the way of a wile, 

She’s old and she’s ugly, il) natured and thin, 
or further particulars inquire within. 
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